POEMS FROM ARCADIA

Old Age

LET not old age disgrace my high desire,
O heavenly soul, in human shape contain'd:
Ol'd wood inflamed doth yield the bravest fire,
When younger doth in smoke his virtue spend.
Ne let white hairs, which on my face do grow,
Seem to your eyes of a disgraceful hue,
Since whiteness doth present the sweetest show,
Which makes all eyes do homage unto you.
Old age is wise and full of constant truth ;
Old age well stay'd from ranging humour lives;
Old age hath known what ever was in youth;
Old age o'ercome, the greater honour gives:
And to old age since you yourself aspire,
Let not old age disgrace my high desire.

Since so mine eyt$

SINCE so mine eyes are subject to your cight
That in your sight they fixed have my brain,
Since so my heart is filled with that light
That only light doth all my life maintain,
Since in sweet you all goods so richly reign
That where you are no wished good can want,
Since so your living image lives in me
That in myself yourself true love doth plant:
How can you him unworthy then decree,
In whose chief part your worths implanted be?

Mj sheep are thoughts

MY sheep are thoughts, which I both guide and serve:

Their pasture is fair hills of fruitless love.

On barren sweets they feed, and feeding sterve.

I wail their lot but will not other prove;

My sheephook is wanhope, which all upholds;

Mv weeds desire, cut out in endless folds;

What wool my sheep shall bear, whiles thus they live.

In you it is, you must the judgment give.